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ived on an earlier train than
uNs:gla:;lere was no one at the house

_greet him except Teacher Ruth,

ho had just come in. She started
wp the stairs when a quick step o:ll
the piazza caused her to turn, an
the next minute her hand was in Ned

rdon’s. 2
G?' ii did not know thee was coming
so soon,” she faltel_'ed. *“ Thy sister
is away, anddthe?” children—where are

, 1 wonder -
thE’How very nice!” replied the
young man, with a happy laugh,
“Isnt it warm? And I have been
walking like a steam engine to get
here as soon as possible. Come into
the parlor where it is shady and
cool. It is long ages since I saw you
last.” :

“Shall I not get thee something
cool to drink?” asked the girl asshe
i to him.
s o::)l{’ with
thine and I'll not ask for—any-
thinz.eyesse’e what I found looking
through the pickets of the fence as
I came along—thé first tiger of the
season,” and he placed the gorgeous
lily in her hand.

“It will look well in that vase on
the mantel there,” said Teacher Ruth,
moving toward it; but Ned laid his
hand upon her arm.

“I gave it to you,” he said. “Won't
you make it happy by wearing it in
your gown?’ -

She hesitated a moment, her eyes
bent upon the lily.

“Thee knows I do not wear flow-
ers,” she sa‘d at last.

“I plucked it for thee,” Ned per-

sisted—he had begun to use “thee”
. quite daringly of late.

“I give it to
thee, and thou wilt wear it—ma
chére amie.” :

Would she? At that moment a
shadow darkened the doorway, and
Mrs. Marston, with an exclamation
of. surprise, hurried in to welcome
her brother. Teacher Ruth disap-
peared, and although she did not
wear the lily that evening, it was not
in the slender vase on the mantel-
shelf.

Supper was partaken in an atmos-
phere of unusual quiet, the three
youngest members of the family
being greatly subdued by the know-
ledge of the earthquake that threat-
ened. Very early they stole off to
bed, and very loath they were to
come down in the morning.

Strangely ‘enough, however, the
Victory was not missed until early
in the evening, and then, as Mary
had foretold, it was Uncle Ned who
made the discovery.

“Hallo, Nan,” he exclaimed, as he
rambled, in a fit of restlessness, out
into the hall, “what have you done
with the Victory? I thought you
had decided to keep her here”

“The Victory!” exclaimed Mrs.
Marston, following him. “ Why!”
And then there was a dead silence,
during which Jack grew big-eyed and
dumb with terror in his corner, and
Mary turned red and white by
turns, while Harold, gifted with a
greater presence of mind, made good
his escape through a window,

Mrs. Marston stepped hastily back
to the sitting-room, and the tell-tale
faces of the two children declared
their guilt to her.

“Where is my Victory.” she
asked; but neither responded; only
Mary burst into tears.

“Is it broken?”’ asked her mother,
But the child shook her head

“Where is it?” Mrs. Marston re-

peated; but silence was the ¢
response,

“p\g/uhere is Harold?” was her
question. d in answer to
Uncle Ned suddenly disappeared
to the garden, and speedily rety
with a struggling, weeping boy
der his arm, <

“] don’t care; it's all your fay
blubbered H “Mary said
were so gone over that old s
you didn’t care ﬂthmg more ab
Teacher Ruth, —and she wan
me to help her take it away il
you forgot it. But I won’t agai
so there; and you can marry all
girls you want to without any h
or arms or-—anything ’cept wings,

Harold ended with a long wail,
his uncle dropped him hastily
the sofa beside his brother.

Teacher Ruth had suddenly wa
ished, and all the children were o
ing oud.

Oh, Harold, don’t!” Mary
gasping; and then, with sc3
cheeks and trembling voice, ¢
shamefaced child faltered her
fession,

“1It isn’t hurt at all, mamma,” g
cried. “I put my big doll’s sha
around it last night, and I'm
sorry!” ;

Mrs. Marston sat speechless }
fore her erring offspring, but Unc
Ned leaned over Mary and kissed ¢
hot little cheek.

“You dear little goose!’ he whi
pered. “Bless you! Bless you!”

Then he likewise disappeared, and
a blind instinct turned his step to-
ward that shadowy walk in the gar-
den which led to the boy’s cave
There, in the gathering twilight, t
winged Victory gleamed amid the
leafy bower, chaste and cool and
beautiful.

In the shadow of a drooping shrub
someone else was gazing at the Gre-
cian maiden, and Ned moved nearer

A S0
and possessed himself of a warm = !
living hand.  Lar's sing »

“Dear little goose! . And s * Of twenty bl
thought that cold, beautiful creatnM e
was winning my heart from th *-um
from thee. Ruth! Ruth! Thee kel
fused to wear my lily, my colors. T
Does that mean that thee refuses W
me? Dear, for Mary’s sake—for | sy
Mary’s sake—" “n.l“‘;;

bees !

Some half-hour later a breathless Let's sing »
young man rushed into the parlor, . g it
where Mrs. Marston was still talking = g o
to the three sorry little folks who - While Lor:
sat iIn a row before her. m“m":;‘ﬂ

“Don’t scold them any longer, his Qud
Nan!” Uncle Ned exclaimed, as he

snatched up his dress-suit case and
turned toward the door. “My train .
leaves in ten minutes. I just looked
in to tell Mary that the Victory is
defeated for ever! Good-bye,” and
he was gone.

_Mrs. Marston hurried out on the
piazza, but only in time to see a
tall black figure striding down the
road. Against the gate leaned
Teacher Ruth. :

Ned’s sister paused a moment to
dash a sudden moisture from her
eyes; them she went quickly down
the path and slipped her arm about
the girl,

“Teache- - Ruth,”
playfully, “teil me,
had a ‘thrill?”

Ruth turned and looked up at her
with shy, glowing eyes. Against her

she whispered.
have you ever

soft muslin kerchief, rising and fall-
ing with every breath, lay a glorious
tiger lily.




